BARBARIAN STORIES

houses of Loton between the trees and the water,
ridiculously small and feeble. Still, there it was at last,
and he called back to his men, who sat up straight in
their saddles and looked pleased. Then all at once the
guide went down on his knees and began gabbling
and making marks on the ground, barbarian-fashion.
But Quintus waited patiently with loose reins till the
man was finished; after a year in Gaul he was quite
used to all sorts of curious customs and Gods.

The village chief, Nertorix, met them, and bade
them welcome in very fair Latin, a tall middle-aged
man, with a red cloak pinned on to look like a toga
over his native wolf-skins. Quintus prided himself on
the way he dealt with barbarians, and answered cour-
teously, praising his town, the strong walls and clean
streets and the straight wooden jetties along beside
the river. But Nertorix shook his head: 'No, no, you
must not think me such a fool! I have seen Lugu-
dunon and Massilia too.' He sighed. 'And the
middle sea - all so blue. But my fortune never took
me as far as Rome/

'That will be for another day,' said Quintus,
pleasantly sympathetic, and relieved at finding Ner-
torix even thus much civilized, 'And at least you will
find Father Tiber a mere baby beside this giant of
yours.' He waved his hand towards the river, but
saw at once that for some reason or other he had said
the wrong thing, because the Gaul beside him stiff-
ened and frowned and began to talk about billeting
the men.
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